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THE MAGIC RING 


erri Sanders had not been 
blessed with much of a bust. She 
had, however, been able to attract 
the boys for what she was blessed 
with: high cheekbones, long 
blonde hair with auburn streaks, 
and hauntingly bright emerald 
eyes which always appeared 
invitingly open and curious. As 
she saw it, she simply had no 
breasts to complete the package. 
It was something that had nagged 
the wishing part of her since the 
age of 14, when she watched by 
the wayside as all her friends 
developed the mature curves of 
the women they were becoming. 
She waited and waited for it to 
happen to her, but it just never did. Her mother had told her that it was 
something that ran in the family: great features, but sadly only above the 





neck, 


She became progressively more sensitive to the development of 
other girls. Terri felt cheated and embarrassed when she was made to 
shower in Gym class. The boys wanted to talk to her, but whenever the local 
queen of pulchritude, Catherine “Polly” Butler, bounced by, the boys' eyes 
пеуег seemed to stay on Terri. All throughout her tenure in high school she 
could not help but resent the other girls who had developed fuller figures, 
but she at least was able to console herself knowing that at least she was not 
plain by anyone's standards. 


Over time, Terri noticed that she was not just jealous of other girls 
who had been blessed with more than their fair share, but was feeling 
something more difficult to acknowledge when she focused on their 
appearance. She didn't think that she was a lesbian; but then again 
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something about the way she had been able to watch as a voyeur in the 
locker room and at slumber parties as her blossoming young classmates 
filled out made her ... excited. She had watched with hidden guilt as Polly 
Butler went from having absolutely no chest in the eighth grade to the 
startling GG cup anomaly she had now become as a senior. She often 
reminisced about how Polly returned to class after the summer break for the 
start of her freshman year proudly brandishing her new C-cup wonders. 
Terri wasn't alone in noticing - the boys 
definitely noticed. She saw the boys 
gravitating towards girls with bodies that 
resembled hourglasses, the wider the 
better, and away from her. 









All that year, she watched as 
Polly swelled. It seemed that she 
went through a cup size every 

week! Every month іп the 
locker room (Terri started to 
feel that she was made to 
have every gym class with 
that girl as a cruel joke) she 
BS) would see Polly's new 
brassieres. By the end of 
every month, the abundant 
Ms. Butler would be bulging 
tightly around the seams of 
her pressurized underwear. 
Terri did not know or 
understand why, but the sight 
of those overstuffed 
garments, looking ready to 
burst if Polly so much as took 
а deep breath, caused Terri to 
feel a tickling rush in the 
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back corners of her mind. 


As a senior, Terri realized that Polly was the butt of a lot of jokes and 
the subject of even more lewd remarks, but that did not diminish her 
helpless jealousy. She secretly wished she could be the center of all that 
attention. She had remained a virgin but regularly fantasized about what it 
would be like to have ample, no... huge breasts, and to have a boyfriend who 
would lust after her for more than her conversational ability. She watched in 
secret, through stolen glances, at Polly's enormous endowments. She 
wasn't afraid that she would be caught, since she learned how to steal her 
glances by watching the boys who always stared-without-staring at Polly, 
or other well endowed girls, in that well-practiced way. 








It seemed to Terri that Polly's prodigious endowments would never 
stop growing. Once in the locker room Terri stifled a giggle once at a 
thought that one day Polly would be in the shower and take a deep breath 
and simply explode. The girl's boobs hung to her navel (іп a bra!) and stuck 
out nearly foot from her torso! She had difficulty sitting in the standard 
chairs with attached desks and usually sat at a desk with a separate chair so 
she could back away from it enough so that her mountainous bust wouldn't 
have to sit on top. And the list of ways that her bust was growing more 
obvious kept expanding along with her. 


Terri watched her in this guilty fascination for what seemed a very, 
very long time, as all things feel to a student awaiting the glorious release of 
graduation. She felt ... odd about the way she fixated, afraid that she was 
some kind of pervert to be turned on by the idea of watching all this 
growing. She was popular, extremely intelligent, and did not know why she 
was sexually aroused by the thoughts running through the fertile fields of 
her imagination. 


She started to let the thoughts flourish into fantasies, and the one 
that turned her on the most, that made her feel guilty and perverse, but oddly 
free... 


I'm alone on the huge Victorian bed, with a high ruffled canopy of 
lavender satin and white lace, and he comes to me, perfect and golden and 
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full of promises. I am waiting on the bed, ina dark blue silk negligee and a 
black satin kimono over it. He comes to me, bearing a plate of fruit. He 
slides up and onto the bed with the grace of a cat, his muscles rippling 
under his skin. The golden light from the candles around the wom light my 
hair in a flaxen-tinted halo. He smiles at me with a wild and childish look in 
his deep eyes. He knows what is about to happen. I know too but it's more 
fun to pretend I don't. I tilt my head down and look at my fleshless bosom 
and lift only my wide eyes to meet his gaze. [push out my soft lips in a pout, 
raising my eyebrows in mock disappointment. By now my heart is pounding 
inmy chest, excited and anxious. 











He takes a single slice of fruit off the plate and puts it in his mouth, 
pursing his lips to hold itfor me. Itis fragrant, smelling of something exotic, 
sweet and sensual. I lick my lips slowly once, advancing on him. My breath 
is coming faster now, faster still, and I am so very hungry. Не is still 
dressed, but his arousal is becoming difficult for him to hide. I meet his 
mouth but there is sweet fruit between us. I quickly take it from him and bite 
down, feeling the sweet wet juice burst from inside, escaping my lips and 
running down my chin, dripping in sweetly scented rivulets to my neck. I 
squeeze it between the roof of my mouth and my tongue and feel the juice 
squirting ош іп ту mouth. A shiver runs through me. The fruit has a power 
that is felt in the taste and the fullness of the flesh. 


A slow tingle creeps over my flesh, and my tiny nipples become as 
hard as diamonds. Goose bumps cover my skin, though Lam as warm as I 
have ever been. He smiles and awaits my next nibble. Another bite taken 
from his mouth, lips brushing just lightly. 


Slowly at first, a feeling of warmth and power and security spreads 
through me. I look down slowly, and making a show of this for him, ран my 
lips and form a pouting “O” as if ат surprised by what happens next. My 
eyes fixed on my ribcage, as much for my own benefit as his, something 
moves under the kimono. My eyes grow wide and I don't dare blink, afraid 
that I might miss a moment of this. 





Slowly, teasingly slowly; my nipples move away from ту ribs. There 
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is now a slight curve and softness to the flesh that wasn't there before. He 
reaches out to touch me/them, but I gently guide his hand away and tilt my 
head down, wanting to see for my own benefit. I only raise my eyes to his 
and allow the slightest of smiles to cross my lips. 


"Watch. For now, just watch." 


And my bosom swells faster, the magic fruit coaxing my bust to push 
out and down as it gains weight. After several minutes, my boobs (I can call 
them boobs now that I have them) stop swelling and the negligee that was 
designed to cover a C-cup is full with my ripe treasures. He looks at me, 
both astonished and anxious with anticipation. 


My breath is coming harder because I am trying to control my 
excitement, but the moist warmth I feel spreading in between my legs tells 
me Гат not succeeding. He reaches out again, а little more urgently, and 
again I guide him away and point his hand to the tray. 


"More. Ineed more tofillme." 


This time I don't take it from his mouth. I take it from his offering 
hands and gorge on it with wild abandon, popping the slices and indulging 
in the taste of nectar, feeling it run down the front of myself, over my breasts, 
soaking the fine cool silk under the kimono. I feel my breasts begin to grow 
again, faster this time. All the while I shove more in my mouth so that I might 
strip all their magic, make it part of myself fast enough that I might witness 
the effects as they unfold upon my body. We both stare with amazed smiles 
and wide eyes as my bust slowly begins to outgrow the negligee. My breath 
comes in ragged gasps and I let him touch me now. He gently caresses my 
nipple and trails his hand over the expanding underside of my bust. 


The silk is strong but the thread holding the negligee together can 
hardly stand any more pressure. The negligee is taut against my thin back 
and waist, pulled forward and upward. More and more flesh peeks out 
where not covered by fabric. My (and the word finally fits) huge breasts 
push up and up against my chin, out against my arms, until at last the 
tortured threads of the shoulder strings snap apart with audible ‘pops’ апа 
my still swelling boobs fall down, now hanging unencumbered. 1 finally 


Oo ЕЕЕ 
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begin to comprehend how big they've swollen to, for I can barely cradle 
them іп my arms. His attempts to fondle them are sloppy at best - they are 
too full to fit in his hands, large as his hands may be. I feel like Тат gasping 
for air, unsure if it is from the excitement raging through me, or from the 
enormous weight of my swelling bosom; and my still untouched place 
begins to moisten with a pungent nectar of its own. That will remain 
unspoiled for now, that is a different fanta: 











Finally, the last is gone. My balance is becoming awkward, even on 
my knees! 


1 can't help but vocalize my screaming passions. “Oh, I'm SO 
biggg! Unngh! I'm growing so fast, and о... so BIG!” Each breast is more 
than the size of a basketball now, swelling and growing with each quick 
breath. Sweat is pouring from my glistening body and I finally allow him to 
worship me with his eager, 
trembling hands. I try to pull the 
kimono around them and button 
the front with the loose ties. He 
smiles and lightly plays his finger: 
over the smooth satin sur} 
moving the soft fabric over m 
nipples, making them impossibly 
harder. The warmth within те 
intensifies, and the ballooning 
mammoths on my torso fill the 
formerly flowing kimono to bulge 
between and around the binding 
ties. His mouth drops slackly at the 
awesome sight before him. With 
every beat of my racing heart they 
grow against their captive bonds 
beyond measuring with letters 
from A to 2. As they approach the 
size of beach balls, the 
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splits open and the behemoths drop to below my waist. In less than a minute 
they have descended halfway down my thighs, and I fall back from the 
overpowering weight. My gasps are high-pitched moans of fervor-filled 
passion. He falls upon me, unable to restrain himself any longer, his rigid 
penis like stone inside his silk shorts. Each boob is heavier than my torso 
now and I feel my skin pulling таш, tighter and tighter like it might burst! I 
gather them up in my arms as much as I can and almost smother myself with 
them. And still they grow, faster, and bigger, and I wonder where it will stop, 
or IF it will stop! How huge might I become! Have I gone too far?! My God, 
They have become ENORMOUS! I feel him being pushed away from my 
body, groping like a man lost at sea who can't swim. They support him like a 
bed now, with every move of his body they undulate like water-filled 
beanbag chairs! 


Except beanbag chairs aren't quite this large and never this full. I 
feel helpless against this growth, and the helplessness fascinates and 
excites me. In minutes I will likely cover the bed, and in minutes more, if this 
doesn't stop, Iwill fill the room with my boobs, bigger, larger, more gigantic 
than any woman who ever lived. Hell, I'll be bigger than any woman ever 
FANTASIZED of being! 


I have to speak what I feel to make it feel more real. “Oh ...feel me 
growwww; I'm going to be the BIGGEST! Му skin is sooo tight; I'm like a 
balloon pushed, ohhhh, so far, too far - 1, Unnggh!! L. I feel like my milk is 
coming in! Is this what it feels like?! Oh my...! YESSSS!!!!” 








And with that I feel the first droplets trickling out of my impossibly 
swollen breasts, and the enticement is too much for my ravenous suitor to 
bear, as he falls upon my nipple with a greedy, desperate mouth... 


гапа by this point there usually isn't any more reason for Terri to 
continue dreaming, the dream has performed the purpose for which she 
invented it in spectacular fashion. 


‘These dreams continued through the remainder of high school, and 
through the last summer of innocence. 


по ЕЕЕ 
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Terri had finally reached her first year of college. It was an exciting, 
wonderful New World to her after what had always been her world. 


Gone at last were the dull and constraining ways of that small 
hometown. The city she moved to now was a real college town, full of 
young vibrant people bursting with energy and a zeal for life that she had 
always yearned to possess and never felt entitled to. The campus was 
beautifully landscaped and, to her limited experience, huge. The population 
of the Seaside University was more than that of her entire hometown! 
Except that these were all young, excited people from all over the country, 
people with more expansive interests and knowledge. "This is where life 
is," she thought. Anew beginning in an old, old place. 


The town was so old it seemed the buildings were part of nature 
itself. Ivy vines crept along the more prestigious buildings and weeds 
around the lesser renowned structures. Side streets with their own side 
streets abounded, populated with all manner of curiosities and antiquated 
wares in tiny shops with hand-painted signs. The town even had a small 
year-round carnival for the tourists that flowed through on the “scenic 
route” over the course of the year. It was the kind of tentpole and fried- 
dough affair of the sort mostly remembered only by garish signs in antique 
stores and bad fiction. 


The beach lay just across the town's link with civilization, Highway 
AIA, acoastal roadway running parallel with the golden beaches of Florida 
from bough to stern. The town lay west of the thoroughfare, sandwiched 
between the Atlantic and the Bay less than two miles Westward. But the 
heart of St. Myers was the University. Three thousand and four hundred 
students attended annually, as much because of the lush green surroundings 
as academia. 


Terri had only been here a week but something breezy inside made 
her feel as though some part of her had been here all her life. Anew way of 
life was unfolding in this place that openly seethed with hidden discoveries 
not-yet-made and a relaxed style that was so uniquely its own. 


What more could a girl want? She asked herself more than once in 
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those first few weeks: Beaches, people, the sun, youth ... but each time she 
asked herself that question, a little mental itch ticked like a persistent drip in 
the back of her mind. 


Terri had grown to be an astoundingly beautiful girl, but alas, she 
still had absolutely no figure whatsoever. It was not as if she had an 
especially slim or petite figure, she literally had no figure: no breasts and no 
backside. She seemed to have almost no adipose tissue in her body. Terri 
had considered plastic surgery when she turned 18, but with all the bad 
press on implants she was too scared to go that route. 


Still, she fantasized about having that ultra-voluptuous figure. It 
wasn't the idea of sex as an end, but more the idea of growth and the power 
of being unique, changing, of being excessively more. The men that did like 
her were the ones she was sure would not understand her fantasies. They 
were, of course, ones who liked her flat, boyish figure. She didn't think she 
could be happy with a man like that. All these thoughts and her inability to 
change her real life situation would surface occasionally, in a deep 
melancholy, when she was alone. Each time, she would sadly resolve that 
the special part of her dreamscape that made her mind's eye smile would 
always be beyond her reach. 





It was a sunny Saturday at the beach, іп the waning hours of the day. 
Sunlight filtered through the trees and buildings to the West, casting a warm 
orange glow over the beach and the inhabitants who were trying to meek 
out those precious final rays. Terri and her new friend Jessica were bundling 
their things to leave when a pair of boys Terri didn't recognize, and who had 
obviously had too much alcohol and not enough sun screen, approached. 


One was dark-haired and would have been handsome if he were 30 
pounds lighter, while the other was the picture of athleticism. The decent 
looking one's deep blue eyes locked for a moment on Terri's - but as usual 
quickly moved to Jessica's bosom. This was a normal occurrence, and men 
were generally not quite as obvious as this. Terri hoped the alcohol was 
probably making him less mindful than he probably would have been 
otherwise. She couldn't really blame him, she thought as she often did in 
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these circumstances. 


After all, Terri had originally become friends with Jessica because 
of her boobs. On the first day of school, Terri could not help but notice the 
way that the girl sitting to her left strained the XL T-shirt out and down 
around her voluminous bust. Terri had struck up conversation with her 
about various things, but what she really wanted to hear was about how 
Jessica had developed those huge swells that hung nearly to her waist. Of 
course, she wouldn't say anything so crass when first meeting someone, or 
after meeting someone, or... well ever. What Terri did do was use her 
intelligence and naturally sunny disposition to make it difficult for the 
fascinating girl to not become friends with her. 


Friends talk, and Terri was willing to wait to hear Jessica's story. It 
was a natural decision, one that Terri had fervently tried to steer her new 
friend into, to take dorm assignments together and share aroom. 


Terri's thoughts snapped back to the boys in front of them, to the guy 
who was becoming obliviously rude now, with more than his leering eyes 
giving away his thoughts. In a fashion that Terri was ashamed of, she 
wished it were her body that was being stared at with such unbridled sexual 
curiosity. 


The guy blurted out, "Gawd, they sure are, I mean you sure are pur- 
purty. Miss...2" 





Waiting for aname, and not getting one, he continued to dig the hole 
he was unaware he was standing in. 


"We still got some beer, why don't you all come with us and party, 
oh, and bring your friend there too." He gestured in Terri's direction. 


Jessica slowly reached out and gently raised his chin so that his eyes 
finally met hers for the first time. 


"Why don't you get the fuck out of here, before I get my boyfriend, 
who bounces at the Blue Moose Club, to kick your ass so hard you'll be 
shitting his boot leather fora week", Jessica responded. She was not known 
for her gifts in diplomacy, but it wasn't a stretch of the imagination for the 
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drunk to imagine a girl with her kind of figure having a boyfriend who did 
indeed bounce ata place called the Moose Club (which was, in fact, а Пе). 


Idon'tneed this today, Terri thought. 


The would-be suitor came back with the wittiest thing he could 
think to say, which given his state was anything but. "It's a shame, you got 
enuff titty for you and your friend there and, well... enuff to spare, and 
you're just... selfish with it! Look at that low cut thing yur wearin’, you... 
you're а damned tease! Give generously to your friend, she could use it, 
bitch." 





With that, they walked off in the manner of men trying far too hard 
to pretend to themselves they haven't just humiliated themselves. If they 
were any redder in the face from the encounter, their lack of effective sun 
block would have made it impossible to tell. Terri and Jessica watched them 
depart in silence. Jessica finally looked over and muttered, "Assholes", 
underher breath, but the remarks about Terri stung, and Jess knew it. 


The sun was now setting, and even the die-hard tanning fanatics 
knew when to give up the ghost. Terri and Jess wrapped themselves back up 
in the standard post-beach wear and headed to that quiet district where 
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people milled about curiously at dusk before giving up the day as done. In 
the dimming shadows there existed the kind of quaint backstreet shops that 
held junk and priceless treasures in equal measure, the kind of stores that 
stayed in business forever though it would seem to the casual observer that 
nobody ever actually purchased anything. 


The kind of place that held іп its shadowed bosom a store that sold 
real magic to travelers and vagabonds in need of a little bit of something 
that the rest of the world just didn't offer. 


Terri enjoyed this part of living here. This time of the day was 
beautiful and it filled her with a heady wonder. The air was somehow just... 
right, It wasn't quite night nighttime yet, and the day proper had passed by. 
The shadows were blue and the clouds off the coast went through a fiery 
gamut of color. It was like a dream of the day fading away - trying to 
squeeze outa last burst of glory before being forgotten. 


Dreams sometimes come true for those with a hungry faith that 
there are more to those dreams than empty wonder. 


Terri was awillfiul dreamer. 


The last shop they stopped in wasn't much more than a door and a 
hallway, and cluttered just enough to make visitors aware of their elbows 
lest they topple something over that they probably couldn't afford. There 
was an exceptionally old woman behind the tiny counter, seated on a low 
stool, and apparently either asleep or doing one hell of an impersonation of 
acorpse. 


The store was mostly gaudy jewelry and exceptionally old trinkets 
that when inspected looked to be of Old World European origins. They 
were also expensive. Most of the jewelry, to a trained eye, would look to be 
Italian silver or gold, with some Moroccan artifacts thrown in the mix. Jess 
was inspecting a large silver pendant while Terri locked on to a long and 
elegant pair of earrings. 

When Terri held the earrings up to her ear, she heard the shopkeeper 
awaken. 
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"They're not for you, they don't complement your lines, young 
lady." 


"I'm just looking, ma'am," Terri responded. 


"Now your friend, ah, she makes a good choice. That pendant is 
very old and belonged to the daughter of the famous painter Carravaggio." 


Jess seemed skeptical of this. She placed it back where it was and 
smiling curtly, walked out. Terri started to follow when the old lady touched 
her hand and said, "Wait a moment, girl." 


Terri looked back at her and something in the old woman's eyes... 


It has been said that the eyes are the windows into the soul. This 
woman's eyes were more like mirrors. She looked at Terri, and Terri could 
feel that this woman Knew. She knew what Terri wanted and desired and 
dreamed. She knew things that were better hidden. 


"Неге child, this is a piece of the Old World. It is very precious. 
Take it, and then I would tell you a story." 


Terri looked out the door and saw Jess outside, waiting, but she 
couldn't leave, not just yet. 


"Italian women pray, girl. We pray for everything. We pray for love 
and for children, and for our husbands to come home to us at night. You 
might pray to the moon as the women in my family have for generation 
upon generation, for what you want. You have а body that you believe no 
real man could want. You need to pray when the moon is new for to make 
youa Woman. You need to do this, and do not doubt me, girl. This little ring 
is a made of dreams, and can make you become things you doubt are inside 
of you, but I know...” her voice squeezing down to a conspiratorial 
whisper, “they are.” 





She slipped a high-crested ring around Terri's finger and continued, 
"Wear this now, and when the moon is dark, read the inscription, but not 
until the moonis new. Do you understand girl?" 
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Terri started to draw away. "I can't afford this." 


"I didn't ask you for payment you silly slip of a thing, now shoo, 
time is short enough for the young, don’t waste it." 

Later that night after they had returned to the room, Terri had a 
chance to inspect the gift she had been given. The ring was silver and had 
what looked to be a pitted and battered pearl on top. Though the stone was 
ugly, the design of it was elegant and not at all gaudy, as many antiques 
often seemed to her. The pearl was held ina setting like a flower blooming 
open to reveal the moon-like stone.. 


"That lady was weird, Terri." 
"Maybe, but I gota free ring.” 


"Probably pewter. Look out, your finger will probably rot off in the 
night." 

"Ha...oh ha. Seriously though, look at it." 

Jessica came over and looked at it. Then her mouth dropped 
slightly. 

"Cool, that's like a ring that my Aunt Sophie gave me when I was 
twelve. It's almost the same except mine was smaller in the center and the 
pearl was smooth, She told me to pray to the moon with it to make me 
beautiful for a good Italian man when I was older. 


This seemed too weird. Way too weird. 
"Where is it now? Did you lose it?” 


"My aunt made me give it to my little sister when I turned eighteen. 
And then she's supposed to give it to her first daughter or mine, whichever is 
first, when she's old enough. We're a superstitious lot!" 


"Old enough for what?" Terri asked with a genuine feeling that she 
needed to know. 


"She never really said..." 
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"Look, see the inscription; is it the same as yours?” 


"I don't think so, mine had a short Latin thing, and this looks 
different." 


Terri read the unfamiliar script. "Magna venustas cum lumenariò 
lunae, l'Il have to find out what that means." 


"Careful, you remember what the lady told you. Didn't you say that 
she told you not to read it until anew moon? Now you're gonna sprout fangs 
and hair at midnight!" She put her hands to the sides of her head in an 
exaggerated "Oh no!" gesture. Terri laughed. 


"So?" Terri said, baiting a witty response from Jessica. 
"Well, it's a full moon, right?" 


"I don't think it matters. Besides, if the moon is magic, I'd be better 
off to cast spells when I can see the damn thing, right?” 


"I guess. Ooo, moon magic, ОоОоОоооо!" 


The girls were just getting into bed, and as Jess turned off the lights 
and crawled into bed, she said to Terri: 


"I'm sorry I made a scene at the beach, but they were assholes!" 
“It's okay, Jess. They were jerks." 


"just know how sensitive you are about...” 


"Look, I'm okay,” Terri lowered her voice, aware that her sudden 
insistence made the truth of Jess' observation that much more obvious. 

“They looked at you like meat.” She was still secretly wishing that it 
were she they ogled if ! njer} but she said 
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had opened just a little farther. 


"I guess that's appropriate. I can't help it that I did an impression of 
the Goodyear blimp when I was twelve. I mean it's not like I regret it. But I 
get annoyed when girls look at me like I'm a mutant or something. They're 
just jealous but... Oh, I'm sorry ... again, Iknow you..." 


"Stop apologizing, please. I'm fine the way Гат. Goodnight." 


And with that, they both turned to sleep, finding it difficult because 
of the light of the bright full moon. 


Luna cast long, soft shadows that night, and lovers in many private 
somewheres for miles around relished in that barely felt but omnipresent 
magic that touched them in a dream lit by the light of moonbeams. 


Afew hours later Terri awoke feeling unreasonably weak. The cool 
evening and the comfort of the pillows and comforter were just too 
comfortable to get up from and her mind resisted putting effort into it. She 
tilted her head over to see Jessica asleep in her own unique manner, with the 
covers, as usual, thrown off the foot of her bed and her arms askew. She was 
an active sleeper but never spoke of her dreams. 


Damn l'm was jealous of that girl! 


In the monochrome shades of cool light she admired Jessica's huge 
bust. The way she was lying, her right breast was stretched down in 
between her ribcage and her arm, filling the gap. Her left breast, because of 
the tilt of her body, was somewhat rounded, protruding out from her chest 
several inches, flowing up toward her chin. Damn they're enormous, they 
must weigh ten pounds each! she thought. With every motion, they 
undulated like huge, soft, water-filled balloons. Terri couldn't help but get 
aroused, even though she didn't allow herself the indulgence of imagining 
what it would be like to fondle them. But she wished they could be hers... 
The moment she thought that, she was washed over by a wave of warmth 
that raised goose bumps all over her body. Her heart sped up and her throat 
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caught her breath and then she could hear her own heartbeat in her ears. 
Oh, it was like the feelings when she fantasized about... 


When the tingling in her chest began, she thought she was 
dreaming. This was another dream. 


Dreams sometimes come true. 


Her breathing increased in speed and she began to instantly bead 
with sweat from the sudden, unexpected heat of her own body. 


My boobs are growing! 


As sudden as that, they were in fact growing. The feeling was slow 
but unmistakable. Just like all the dreams she'd held deep within the 
confines of her mind’s playground, her breasts were definitely getting 
bigger. Sitting up, she could see that they were expanded into what she 
would guess to be a B cup. To Terri, this seemed huge compared to what she 
had always been. She felt an incredible rush, and it seemed as if her senses 
were on the verge of shutting down. But Terri hadn't finished growing, and 
she could feel the skin on her chest getting tighter. And tighter. 


She had made this wish to have what her friend already had less than 
five minutes ago, and already she was approaching what she guessed was a 
C-cup. She could also feel that they were growing faster. It was becoming 
hard to concentrate, her arousal clouding her thoughts. There was a little 
discomfort now that her breasts grew into the DD range, and she could 
detect the first signs of blue veins under the skin's surface, skin which was 
beginning to become a shade paler than the rest of her flesh. She was also 
becoming slightly worried. 


This is real, and its speeding up! Her fantasies had been safe, 
private, concealable, but right now was reality, and she felt suddenly 
helpless. It was hard to not completely succumb to the desire to Be More. 
Her breasts began to fill the knee-length satin nightshirt she wore as they 
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grew faster, and still faster. They were each the size of basketballs now and 
swelling with every shuddering breath. 


The realization hit her like a truck. The old woman had warned her 
not to read the inscription on the ring until the moon was New, at its weakest 
phase. Terri had read the inscription when the moon was casting its pale 
light at its fullest phase! She half-remembered the unusual brightness of the 
night sky, cold in pale beauty. The rising panic warred inside her head with 
the passions brought forth by this final fulfillment of years of desire. Not 
knowing what to do, she tried to call out for Jessica, but her breath was 
coming in harsh gasps from mixed fear and excitement. Still, her huge 
bosom inflated like beach-balls connected to an air compressor stuck on 
overload. Her heart raced and the beat thumped a tamponade inside her 
head. 


The warmth.. it’s SO wonderful! 


It was becoming difficult to concentrate, but finally her call to 
Jessica roused her slumbering roommate. Jessica awoke to a sight that her 
unprepared mind took more than 10 seconds to register. She looked, 
blinked hard, and tried to make sense of what she was seeing, and found that 
she just couldn't. Her flat-chested roommate now had boobs the size of 
beanbag chairs that were hanging halfway down her thighs, but impossibly 
round and full, and they seemed to be... 


Terri's growing?! What the fuck is this!? Jess' mind screamed іп 
mute shock. 


The growth was phenomenal. The magic worked still faster and 
with each breath the young coed's bustline increased larger and fuller. Each 
breast was heading toward proportions unheard of in the history of the 
human race. It looked cartoonish to Jessica, who was beginning to fear her 
friend was going to explode. It was impossible, but they were still inflating, 
bulging cleavage swelling from the ‘V’ in her nightshirt. How could she 
stretch like this? How big will she get? thought Jessica in a rising panic. 
Still Terri continued to swell up like ... like... like nothing she could think of 
tocompare her to. Terri was lost in a strange rapture, and was bucking back 
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and forth spasmodically, her eyes rolled up into her head. She could 
actually feel herself inflate, feel her drum tight breasts filling larger and 
firmer with the passing seconds. She felt like she was about to explode! 
The pleasure waves that washed over her тіпа... а the promised whispers 
in dreams tearing through her nerves and brain converged at a point she had 
never been quite so aware of before. That, in turn, sent a massive wave of 
energy and lust and power to something more than her brain, something too 
big to be encased in just flesh, but in her very soul. Her breathing 
shallowed, the moment perfect and pure and right, and her climax ran over 
every cell of her body, threatening to burn her soul out of it, so complete was 
her rapture. Then, in a count of heartbeats, she felt herself brought to 
orgasm again, and then again, and still she grew. Bigger, bigger, and finally 
her panic and embarrassment was exceeded by her desire: 


"BIGGER!!!" she cried out. She fell back, unable to support the 
weight hanging from her chest. She could see Jess standing up, 
dumbfounded and in the grip of panic. 


"What the hell's happening, Terri!!!" 


" L.. Uhhh! Don't know, but it OHH!!! has to do with the RING 
OHHH!!! I'm getting biggerrrr!!! Oh God, it's true! When will this stop, 
Jess! Help Meceeeeee!!!" 


By now each of her breasts was far bigger than Terri's body, she was 
completely immobile, and she was lost in her head trying to concentrate on 
how to stop this. She was sitting at the head of the bed with her immense 
bust resting in front of her, almost past her toes. Finally, and with agonizing 
slowness, she could feel the waves of pleasure subsiding and the growth 
slowing, her rationale returning - how could she live like this! The growth 
stopped and Terri's mind finally came back to her. Jessica relaxed only a 
little, but that really wasn't a significant reduction considering the state she 
wasin. 


There was an incredibly loud moment consisting of absolute 


silence, followed by a slow, deep breath from Terri that actually scared 
Jessica. For a moment, she was afraid that one deep breath would be the 
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proverbial straw that broke the camel's back and her friend's enormously 
huge, pale breasts would explode like overfilled balloons. 


"It's stopped, Jess," Terri said softly as her entire body sagged to rest 
upon herself. 


"You.. You're HUGE!!! What the hell, I mean how.. what are you 
going todo?!" 

"Well, I’m obviously not going anywhere. Maybe we should...” 
and Terri realized that she wouldn't be going anywhere soon, “Jess, сап you 
go get that woman from the shop? It was her, this ring, that made this 
happen. She can..." Terri really didn't know what the old woman could do, 
and a nagging voice іп а part of her mind whispered that she didn't really 
want this fixed. As insane as that thought seemed, Terri couldn’t deny the 
truth of it. 


"Т be back as soon as I can!" And with that Jess threw оп a long 
shirt and ran out to her moped. 


"But..." And not knowing what to say, Terri tried to relax. 


She didn't know 
what was going on, but 
Terri knew that however 
bizarre this was, a big part 
of her was excited by this. 
She leaned forward, and 
couldn't even reach her 
own nipples. She could 
feel them though. She 
knew that they were as Бір 
as golf balls and her areola 
must have been the size of 
trash can lids! 


Things were 
definitely weird, but she 
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would just have to relax and wait for Jess to return with the old lady. АП she 
had now was time. 


She lay there on herself for a little bit, and finally decided that she 
was alone enough. She gingerly reached her hands out to the limit of her 
touch and moved her arms in slow, gentle arcs, feeling all of herself that she 
could touch. She experimentally pushed on the surface of the immense 
swells of her own body in front of her and gasped quietly with pleasure as 
she watched her own breasts ripple and undulate before her. No woman has 
ever been this big in all of human history, she thought, and just that thought 
alone sent an electrical current through the vastness of her. She wondered 
what would happen next; but for now, she was content to pick up the remote 
and wait, and of course cover herself. She pulled the frilly sheet up and 
around her behemoths and turned on the TV. She soon found herself 
drifting off into an exhausted sleep filled with beautiful dreams. 


After what Terri estimated to be three or four hours based on ће 
light coming through the gaps in the curtains, she re-awoke from her dream. 
Through groggy eyes she began to panic, but not because of what was in 
front of her. 


For a fleeting moment, she thought it had all been a dream, like so 
many other half-fulfilled feverish dreams of becoming, only to be dragged 
rudely back into the mundane life she was forced to accept every day. It 
was only a fleeting moment. 


Her eyes grew wide like a small child at Christmas upon finding the 
bestest, most ultimate, favoritest toy ever waiting under the tree. What she 
saw in front of her, rationality be damned, was a sight that made her child's 
heart cry out in joy and her adult mind cry out in fear. 





She slowly, very slowly, extended her hand out to touch the surface 
of her breasts, looming up in front of her like huge pink balloons, filling her 
horizon. 


The flesh was firm and slightly yielding and she could feel the 
tightness across every square inch of her bursting, mammoth bust. They 
were notas soft as they had been when she passed out earlier; her boobs had 
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apparently grown quite a bit more in the intervening hours, filling to what 
had to be capacity. She literally covered every bit of the bed beneath her 
with her flesh, and that realization made her moist again. 


For a moment, fear and rationality crept back to the forefront, 
proffering the obvious questions about mobility and society and education. 
I'ma freak of nature, she thought, though nature had nothing to do with her 
present state. This was a situation that would have to be dealt with sooner 
or later, but her mind was telling her later, much later. 


And then with joy she felt that her faith in magic and wonder and the 
possibility of Happily Ever After had rewarded her with this gift she truly 
wanted. She had always wanted -- needed to know what this would be like, 
and now she did. She wasn't disappointed in the slightest. 





Her breasts were absolutely unworldly! It took her many minutes of 
pushing and twisting to finally pull her body out from under herself - that 
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thought kept replaying - this was herself, all of it, it was all part of her, and 
she was so big that she couldn't even move them. Her fluids flowed freely 
down her thighs with excitement while she gradually got her body back 
down into a semi-normal position. Terri was kneeling with her back 
against the headboard of the king-sized bed, and from this vantage she 
could finally appreciate the immensity of her situation. 


The bases of her breasts started at her collarbone and covered all of 
her ribcage, extending to the sides of her body and down to the bottom of 
her last rib, and still that seemed tiny in comparison to the immensity of the 
globes she was attached to. Again that thought struck her - she was attached 
to them, not vice versa. She had, biologically, become a function of her 
breasts rather than them being a part of her. She wedged her arm between 
her body and her right breast and fingered herself to another climax. 


She looked up into the mirror against the far wall and observed 
herself in the dim light. She was a mess! Her hair was matted and 
disheveled, and her face had the look of a woman far too exhausted, but 
there was little she could do about it. She looked to her left and right (about 
the only places she could actually see down) and saw nothing within reach 
that could be used to make herself even slightly more presentable. She 
would just have to wait. 


I'm udderly helpless, she thought and chided herself for the terrible 
mental pun, even though it did bring a smile to her achingly pretty face. 


Now, her sexual energies totally spent at last, Terri thought about 
her situation in logical terms. Being a girl who had breasts the size of 
Volkswagens could cause some problems in her class schedule... maybe if 
she was a little more pneumatic she could bounce to class, she mused 
jokingly. She got a mental picture of herself clad in a voluminous sweater 
bouncing around on her breasts like an old child's toy she once had, one that 
was a rubber ball with handles that she used to ride around the house. The 
conjured image brought an involuntary chuckle from her that was 
interrupted by the crash of the door flying open; which produced a half 
moment later a perilously winded Jessica silhouetted in bright morning 
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sunlight. 


Jess stood there, legs spread apart and with hands on her knees, her 
head down drawing deep breaths. 


“I [pant] went down [Huff!] to that old woman's store | wheez! }and 
I, don't know how to tell you this”. 


Terri blinked. And in that half of a moment when her eyes closed 
and focused her mind reasserted its objective ability to observe the world, 
and there was a tremendous internal shifting of mental gears, and that 
changed the state of things. 


Jessica looked up at Terri, finally, and though she had not yet caught 
her breath, she nevertheless stopped breathing for a moment before 
continuing. 


Terri had not yet had a chance to consider what just happened in the 
space ofa blink, a single heartbeat. 


They were gone. 


Jessica paused long enough to take in the room and asked in a small 
voice, “Terri, what happened?” 


“I don't know.” Terri replied honestly. A moment ago she was 
attached to the biggest body of flesh in the world, and in the space of a blink 
the World had stopped believing in her reality and reasserted itself. The air 
in front of her was conspicuously empty. 


“The old shop's gone, Terri. I was in the right place, I know I was, 
but the shop was gone, it was boarded up and there was a rental sign in the 
window.” Her explanation complete, Jessica turned her attentions back to 
her friend's emotional state, “Are you okay, I mean - are you normal?” 


“Thonestly don't know.” 


Terri's bottom lip began to quiver, and tears welled up in her eyes. 
Against her strongest desire to not cry, the tears came anyway. Jess was 
terribly confused and more than a little scared as she rushed to her friend 
and embraced her in the most comforting hug she could muster. Now 
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wasn't the time for more questions, but she would have to know eventually. 
Just not right now. 


There was one thing Jessica could not have known, however. What 
she thought were tears of relief pouring from Terri's eyes were in fact the 
exact opposite. She was overwhelmed, yes. She was exhausted, certainly. 
But she was not relieved. The only emotion Terri could admit to feeling 
inside her mind was a profound and shameful grief. 


How does someone deal with the prospect that every belief handed 
to them, from the time they were old enough to understand what a belief 
was, is in fact only a suggestion? The human mind exists in a state of 
absolute truths: the sky is blue, water is wet, and the human body cannot 
simply gain several hundred pounds in specific parts in a matter of minutes. 
Most minds never have to confront other options. 





After the “incident”, Jessica felt like someone who had walked into 
a movie a few minutes after it had begun. She didn't know what questions 
to ask or how to even broach the subject. Terri's demeanor had definitely 
changed - whether it was good, bad, or just plain weird was difficult to 
determine. Terri's explanation seemed rational enough: the two of them 
both had nightmares at the same time, and after Jessica had woken up and 
ran from the apartment Terri then awoke and was simply scared by a dream 
that was too dark to talk about. When Jessica returned and found a sweat- 
drenched Terri crying on the bed it was all over. 


Of course Jessica's rational mind wrestled to accept this - maybe too 
much sun, maybe mild food poisoning from vending machine food - fever 
dreams weren't uncommon among those with the temporary idea that it 
might be okay to eat a turkey sandwich from а machine. Another rational 
part of her mind countered with: /f it was all a dream, then at what point 
during the day, from the trip to the now non-existent trinket shop to my 
return from running to that store at midnight and back, did I really wake up? 





“Terri, look, I know something's not fitting right. I don't do any 
stuff that would make me hallucinate, and I know that I ran all the way 
downtown last night and back because my boobs still hurt from all that 
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bouncing. I didn't dream that. I bet the puddle of puke in front of the 
storefront is still there too. I know I didn't sleepbarf! Can we at least talk 
about this?’ 


Terri's mind raced in a search for a plausible explanation. She had 
to find a way to convince her friend that what happened did in fact, not 
happen. She was smart, and she thought herself witty, but she was an awful 
liar. 

“The last thing I remember was lying on the beach and then we 
came back here. You keep talking about this store with an old lady, I don't 
remember anything like that... you, umm, probably didn't find anything 
there last night because there probably never was...” 


Terri thought Jessica was going to slap her when her friend jumped 
from the other bed and grabbed her. But when Terri raised her hands in a 
defensive gesture Jessica wrapped her hand around Terri's wrist and pushed 
her hand back toward her face. 


“Stop it! Goddammit Terri - then where the Hell did you get this! 
Look, see it, the big gaudy ring on your finger! You know damn well we 
were in that shop yesterday and you know that I wasn't seeing a 
hallucination last night!” It was a statement that sounded every bit the 
accusation it was. “If you don't know what happened just say that, but 
stop... just... don't Jie tome.” 


There wasn't any way to back out of this for Terri. There was a new 
Truth that had been wedged into her mental filing cabinet, it just didn't want 
to quite fit. Her fears were reasonable, Admitting that she enjoyed what 
happened was out of the question of course. Even admitting it happened at 
all, to anyone including the only eye-witness, was to subject herself to a 
slew of self-questioning and introspection. At ће moment, she just wasn't 
ready for the inquisition. 


“Jess, I really don't know what happened, I just don't. Can we just 
please let me get straight first? I need to just - I don't really know what I 
need, but I know I don't need my best friend playing Torquemada right 
now!” 





“I'm sorry, but I feel like you know more than you're telling me, 
that's all. I'm not trying to make you feel bad or anything, I just figure that if 
you don't know what's going on, maybe I can help you figure it out. That's 
all. And if Ihave to choose between making you mad at me for helping you, 
or just sitting by and doing nothing so you'll be able to ignore whatever's 
happened, I'd rather you get pissed off. Maybe that isn't what you want me 
to say but that's what a friend is supposed to do!” 


Terri mentally reached for anything to respond with, her thoughts 
becoming angry and therefore, careless. What her rational mind wanted to 
say was: “Just leave it alone for now because we are good friends and I 
would prefer that this issue no longer be discussed.” What eventually spat 
out from the anger-charged filter between that part of her brain and her 
vocal cords was: “Fuck! Just stop, okay! What are you, are youjealous!?” 


The “Oops” bell began ringing in Terri's head, the one everyone 
hears when they make a comment like: “Hi honey - have you gained 
weight?” This alarm is always followed by a Pregnant Pause. Contrary to 
popular belief, these pauses are not called “pregnant” because there is a 
feeling of fullness and approaching panic, but rather because they are 
generally preceded by an event or statement that was... unprotected. 


The look of confusion on Jessica's face lasted only until her mind 
wrapped around those last three words, several times. Then the look 
shifted from Confusion to Really-Big-Confusion, and kept going as her 
mind worked out the meaning behind Terri's outburst, whereupon her face 
settled on Are-You-Fucking-Kidding. 


'Whoaaaaaaa there. Back up a second. Terri, exactly when would I 
be jealous? At what point? You've got to help me out here, girl.” Jessica's 
eyes looked around the room as if she was going to find the answer written 
on the walls while her mind digested and then looked back on Terri's 
reddening face. She really wanted to hear this explanation. 


Terri realized that the cat was out of the bag. It was out and it was 
still clawing. There was nothing for it but the truth. 


She sat heavily on the edge of the bed and looked down into her lap. 
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She had to be honest and get the weight off of her, but she couldn't look at 
Jessica while she did it. She was too afraid that when she looked up again 
she'd be alone, or worse, pitied. 


“You just don't know what it's like forme. You couldn't know. Ever 
since you were old enough to spell ‘bra’ you've been wearing one. I know 
everyone has problems with their bodies, but I'd just like to have something 
there to be unhappy about. I've never had anything at all. I know you 
complain about how heavy they are and how much it sucks to have the bra 
straps dig into your shoulders and how guys stare at you all the time with 
lust and girls stare at you with resentment. I know all this and I still would 
do anything to walk a mile in your shoes. The truth is...” Terri paused for a 
moment, unsure if she should say it, but she had come this far... “I'm not gay 
or anything, but I love the idea of having really huge boobs, bigger even 
than yours and last night when they got Really big like that it was like I went 
into autopilot. I know it was... freakish and kind of scary, but at the same 
time it was like - all those times when I wished for just a little more boob 
than I had, and there have been a lot of times like that, were all coming true 
at once. It's like all the separate times I've made little wishes for years all 
decided to come together and all come true at once. Does that make sense? 
I know it sounds nuts but think about it like this: remember all those quotes 
we learn in philosophy? Like ‘Success is counted sweetest by those who 
never succeed?’ Think about that one and maybe you can see what I mean? 
Please just don't think I'm sick or anything. I just want what I don't have, 
that's all. And fora few minutes I had it. I had more than I ever wanted.” 





Terri had to pause in her rambling monologue for a moment to quell 
the beginning tremor in her lower lip. She couldn't cry, yet. Not just yet, 
she had to explain this all now or she'd never be able to get the words right 
again. 

“Have you ever dreamed that you won the lottery and all the worries 
you ever had about your security and future were gone, and then woke up? 
It's like getting the magic carpet and having it pulled out from under you!” 
Tears flowed down her cheek in a torrent of stinging salt and her eyes 
burned fiercely. 
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“L” 


She looked up at Jessica, and though she did see a kind of pity in her 
eyes, she decided it wasn't as bad as she thought it would be because Jessica 
was crying right along with her. For the second time in as many days they 
held each other but this time Terri's tears were, finally, of relief. 


“S'okay Terri. I understand and I don't think you're weird, much. I 
don't pretend to know what happened exactly, but I'm glad you were 
straight with me. The only thing I do know is that ring had everything to do 
with it, and I'm thinking that maybe it's like the ring that I used to have. I 
mean, I am really big and I never wished for them because I assumed it 
would happen just like it did for my mom. But maybe if I had wished like 
you did while I had that old thing I'd be in real trouble, huh?” 


“Yeah, you'd be floating over football stadiums in a ‘Goodyear’ T- 
shirt,” Terri joked, instantly regretting it considering what she had just 
confessed. She felt worried she may have said the wrong thing for a 
minute, until she heard a chuckle from Jessica. 


“You're silly. Let's get you cleaned up and go get something to eat, I 
think the stuff in the fridge here is organizing a revolt,” Jessica proffered, 
needing to change the subject. 


The simple act of showering and dressing brought Terri back into a 
mental state more accustomed to dealing with real life. The hot water 
relaxed her a bit, but not so much that she could completely dismiss the 
haunting questions just at the edge of her conscience. She went to remove 
the ring from her finger. 


It didn't move. It didn't get caught on her knuckle because it didn't 
even slide that far. It stayed exactly where it was. No matter how much 
soap she tried to put on it or how hard she tugged at it, it wouldn't budge. It 
was as if it was grafted to her flesh, like a parasite happy with its host and 
unwilling to release the union. 


Surprisingly this relieved Terri. This was a sign that there was 
indeed something at work here, and perhaps the ring had marvels to still 
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reveal to her. Otherwise, it would have given her up, wouldn'tit? 


Terri dried and primped herself until her appearance was 
satisfactory to go back out and face the world which she was sure would 
seem, for all its splendor, a little less interesting now. 


Days passed. Life resumed. Familiar cogs slipped back into a 
familiar pattern and the machine of Terri's world continued along its way. 
‘The ring she constantly wore reminded her that something had decided she 
needed a wrench tossed into those machineworks once in a while. 


Class, work, writing, food, sleep. The familiar and demanding 
schedule of a student life kept her mind occupied. 


Class, work, writing, food, sleep. Тһе repetition of her day to day 
activities should have been enough to keep her mind from idling, for an idle 
mind adrift could be a dangerous thing in the realm of slightly unstable 
reality Terri had been, too briefly, introduced to. 





Class, work, writing, food, sleep...Dreams, 


Ahh, the dreams that haunted her at night. She knew why she was 
having them. She had tasted it, as strong as acid on her tongue the 
memories were. She wanted to drift back to a place she had visited and lost 
her way to. Many nights she woke up in a sweat and quietly pleasured 
herself, her eyes closed, visualizing the fading memories of sleep. Her 
dreams had become recently lucid, utterly realistic in feeling, completely 
ridiculous in concept. In the middle of the night, however, the mind can 
forgive such fancies. 





She didn't have recurring dreams as she had in the past. Every night 
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revealed a new temptation, a new water to dip her mind into. But like a 
ship, the more time spent in the water, the more things tended to cling to the 
hull. Things that were often better scraped off once discovered. Of this, 
she was oblivious, her tempting fantasies too engrossing and wanton, too 
fulfilling. 


The inside of one's own dreams is as safe as the human race can 
imagine a place being because not one other soul in this world can see what 
happens there. Terri's dreams were her haven, her “port in the storm” where 
she could anchor her fantasies and stow them from anyone else who 
suspected her perversions. 


Not one other human soul could see her dreams, but some things do 
exist that couldn't be said to have souls, and there was definitely nothing 
human about them. And They could see Terri's “safe haven” visions as 
easily as if were projected on a movie screen before them. 


An unknown truth exists in the Universe. There is an order to 
things, and the broader truth is that just about every thing that has ever been 
imagined has, does, or will exist in eventuality. 


Each sentient mind is like an insect flying over a pond. There is a 
system that each drifting mind plays a part in. Most simply and efficiently 
pass by each other or fly alongside, blissfully sedate following in the 
patterns that define them as they float through the ether. Some souls move 
in erratic patterns, upsetting the order and patterns and they leave a kind of 
“wake” in their path that disrupts, pulls, and maybe even entertains the 
curious onlooker for a small while - but the order eventually smoothes and 
continues. 


Some souls yearn to know what is under the surface they drift over. 
These are the dangerous ones, though they don't generally realize that truth 
until it is too late. Most that tempt the surface discover that they weren't 
meant to know the other side of the Pond's face, and the realization comes 
while they drown. As they are pulled under by things called sin and vice or 
religion, they learn why the instinct has always been to Stay Above. Some 
learn to dip just close enough the water just enough to taste it, and never 
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realize as they rise up again that part for them stayed behind in the water and 
something in the water stayed in them. 


The real problem for these minds, Terri was unfortunately about to 
discover, is that when you stay just above the Pond too long, and look too 
hard into the depths too often, all of the things that live in it start to stare 
back. Their place in the metaphorical ecosystem is entirely different. 


Fish in the water have a very distinct and direct opinion of what an 
insect on the surface of the pond is for. 


Terri had been safe before, her dreams and desires fleeting and 
unfocused. The old woman had not revealed that when Terri used the ring 
she had unwittingly allowed herself to be dipped in the Pond and she had 
stolen a glimpse of untold wonders and a much quieter whisper of torment. 
When a mind has been wet from the waters of the Pond and yet manages to 
escape back into the pattern above, something will inevitably notice the 
ripples on the surface and begin waiting around for the pretty insect to 
return for another dip. 


Terri had drank a little Wonder, and wanted more. She had tasted a 
forbidden world and had unknowingly opened herself to its scrutiny. 
Something smelled a sweetness in her glimmering and would be coming to 
investigate. 


Let the bug get herself wet a few times and she'll start to think she 
сап swim, a gathering carnivorous audience began to suppose. 


The Film Genre class was quite popular among early semester 
students. Where else could you get college credits for watching movies for 
two hours twice a week? If you could stay awake enough through the 
movie to pass a quiz on what happened in it (more or less) then it was an 
easy way out of the Arts requirement. At least that was the buzz that upper 
quarter students propagated toward their younger freshmen schoolmates. 


Upperclassmen are notoriously wicked, aren't they? 


The dark lecture hall flickered with dim gray light projected from 
the impressive video screen at the front of the room, Almost every seat was 
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full, over 300 trapped souls together in the darkness, silently cursing 
whichever senior had misguided them to this end. 


“Shoot me. Please,” whispered Jessica, to the world in general. 


“It's not that bad, you could use some culture outside of Smallville,” 
Terri whispered back. 


A third voice chimed in, “Yes, it is that bad. It was bad then and it's 
worse now.” 


At that moment the hair stood up on the backs of their necks in 
unison, as they realized the voice was not a fellow student, but Dr. Harkins, 
chair of Fallow Hall's Arts program and the man currently assigning them a 
grade for this class. 


The video paused on а still shot of a pale face in close-up, and the 
silhouette of Dr. Harkins grew larger as he walked down the isle toward 
them until his head eclipsed the projected image. He reached for the lights 
and stopped the video, and then turned slowly (he knew slow turns 
enhanced the drama of situation) to face the violators of his well known 
“Code of Silence”. 


“It's okay to express your opinion on the films we watch in here. In 
fact, I designed this class help you better be able to express an informed 
opinion. You don't have to like the films, but you do have to watch them.” 
He leaned a little closer, deliberately looming over Jessica, “And for future 
reference, I'd appreciate it if you presented your opinions after the movie.” 
He said the last with a smile that somehow made his attention even more 
embarrassing. 


“I'm... sorry?” Lamely, it was the best Jessica could come up with. 


It was time for the break anyway, and, as one, the students made a 
mad dash for the sparsely populated vending machines in the foyer. 
Professor Harkins joined his students during the breaks for the chance to 
appear human. It was never a bad idea to make friends with your students, 
as long as you stayed just aloof enough to keep their respect. It wasn't in his 
nature to be such but he'd learned the hard way what was necessary during 
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the previous year when he had begun teaching at the University level 


Besides, he reminded himself, I'm not that old yet. Only 27 and he 
had earned the respect of his peers enough to attain an appointment to the 
Arts Department in this beatific seaside University, where he could work on 
his studies outside of this place in relative obscurity. Sometimes it was 
better to have that, for certain people. 


Professor Harkins is kind of attractive, thought Terri, іп а... big sort 
of way. He was a large man, easily 6'1 and a little over 200 pounds. He 
didn't look like a professor was supposed to, he looked like one of the 
football players on the school's team stuffed into a suit. That probably 
added to the level of respect given to him by even the more normally 
disrespectful students. His hands looked like they could crack walnuts 
between his thick fingers... those big, thick... 


“Yeah, I would too,” Jessica intervened, obviously noticing Terri's 
revelry. 


The two of them giggled like younger schoolgirls fora moment, but 
decidedly un-schoolgirl like thoughts bounced off the walls of their 
imaginations, 


As usual, the Professor stood near the front of the foyer, chatting 
with a few of the students who wished to impress their teacher with 
freshman observations. Professor Harkins really couldn't stand these 
types. The insights were so superficial and aimed more at getting the smell 
of his ass on their noses than a sincere attempt to make a contribution. He 
made a motion indicating he was in need of vended coffee and left the 
group. He approached the table Terri and Jessica leaned against. 


“I hope I didn't embarrass you too much back there, but I want you 
to understand that when you break other people's concentration it affects 
how they interpret the film.” He said it without a hint of reproach and 
Jessica took his advice gracefully. 


Terri couldn't help but notice that he was talking directly to Jessica 
and not to her chest, but he didn't even seem to acknowledge Terri's 
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existence. In fairness, it had been Jessica who had gotten the lecture, but 
still... 


“And you, don't encourage her, okay?” He said to Terri. Yaa 
he actually sees me. 


The break ended, and the students shuffled back into the darkness. 





Terri and Jessica talked about the lameness of the movie on the 
winding walk between buildings that led back to their room, and how cruel 
it was for the Professor to subject them to such needless torture. Neither of 
them would deny, if the other had asked, that it would be interesting to be 
alone with Professor in a different kind of dark room though... 


What amazing breasts that girl had! Jeremy Harkins thought to 
himself after the class had left, feeling ashamed for himself for having such 
lewd thoughts about his student. But damn... 


A week later, the same students were on a much more cheerful note 
during the night session. It seemed that the Gods had offered them a 
reprieve from dull films by forcing the Professor to play “The Wolfman,” a 
dated but still entertaining flick in its cheesy quaintness. Harkins knew it 
would be a break for them, but also that he would be able to see if they were 
thinking about what they were watching when he presented the pop quiz at 
the end. Гат such a cruel taskmaster, he thought with a grin. 


The movie played to a captive audience in archaic black and white, 
and the good part was coming up. Everyone knew what happened when the 
man who was bitten by a werewolf was touched by the light of a full moon. 
There was melodramatic music as the time-lapse sunset faded. The shot 
panned back to the poor victim. Then the camera showed the moon 
emerging from behind a cloud, slowly bringing a cooler light to the 
malevolent noir scene. 


Terri was feeling a little flushed. In fact, she was downright... 
toasty. Her breathing was a little faster, sitting in the dark. She wasn't 
scared of the movie, that much she was sure of. Jessica was locked onto the 
screen, enjoying the old horror film and oblivious to anything else. It was 
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shlocky and corny, but that was part of the fun, right? 


The actor's face sprouted hair and fangs, becoming a beast of the 
night... 


Terri swallowed, her throat dry... 


The werewolf snarled at the camera, to the world in general, and at 
the moon that had given it power... 


Terri felt it before she saw it. The ring was warming against her 
finger. Oh shit not now, she thought in a panic. There was no denying it, 
she felt something happening, an embrace that felt like sleep was closing in 
onthe edges of her vision. 


The full moon filled the entire screen, with the tiny werewolf 
silhouetted against it. 


She looked down at her chest and saw that it had already started. 
Where there had been nothing there were now small bulges. She hadn't 
bothered to wear a bra with this outfit, the shirt and vest concealed her 
nipples so that she hadn't worried about an undergarment- after all, she 
didn't need bras for support. Thankfully her bosom hadn't grown much - 
yet. 


“Jess, let me out. Now”, as she stood. Before Jessica could register 
what Terri had said she was already being climbed over. 


“What's wrong?” Jessica replied, apparently needing an answer 
before she'd move. 


Then she noticed the ring on Terri's finger glowing dimly in the 
dark. Uh-oh. 


The two of them made their way out rapidly, to the end of the row 
and toward the back of the hall. As with any such exit, everyone seemed to 
notice, including the Professor. Well, well, his favorite students were 
heading out for a breather? Or was something wrong? Either way it was an 
opportunity to ... to what? He asked himself why he was so interested and 
was ashamed to admit to himself that his interest was sparked by that girl 
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with the incredible body for no better reason than she had an incredible 
body. Then he reminded himself that he was human, anda male. He got up 
and began down the aisle as soon ав the doors closed behind the girls. 


Terri felt her breasts filling, swelling, Growing Bigger. The faucet 
had opened again, and based on what happened last time, she knew she had 
better get back to her room in a rightthefucknow hurry. She was fighting 
the rippling power that was invading the privacy of her mind, wanting her to 
enjoy the gift she was getting, that she had wished for so fervently once 
upon atime. 


It wasn't as strong as before, however. Notas ... undeniable. 


They had almost reached the foyer when they heard the hall doors 
open again behind them. Damn, please don't be... 


“Girls?” Professor Harkins called out to them. 


DamndannDAMN, they thought in unison as they made the left 
turn into the foyer. 

“What's going on, if Imight ask?” he said, trying to sound genuinely 
concerned. 

Terri's breasts were already as full as volleyballs, heavily pulling on 


the front of her torso, stretching the knit turtleneck obscenely under the 
paisley vest. This was about to get close. 


She whispered to Jessica, “Keep walking, pretend we didn't hear 


him.” 
“Oh, he'll believe that, yeah, just keep - Aw hell.” 


Two workers repairing the tiles in front of the door blocked off the 
foyer exit. There was no way around them as they had coned off the square 
and were currently kneeling over the adhesive coated segment of missing 
tiling. They both looked up at the two young women approaching them. 
One dropped his trowel. His mind has seized up and was only allowing one 
thought: Wow. 


There was no way around this, there was no way out via the front 
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and Professor Harkins was coming up from behind. 


Professor Harkins - Terri thought for a moment and made a 
decision. She remembered how he had actually looked Jessica in the eyes 
and she wondered if he'd be able to do the same to her, now. The only way 
out was the West exit, and that was on the other side of her teacher. Oh 
well... 


Jeremy Harkins was rarely at a loss for words, but as he turned the 


corner to confront the AWOL students, he was put in just such a rare 
situation. 


Nope, Terri thought, he wasn't able to do the same with me. 
Good, she finished the thought. 


Jessica moved in front of Terri, attempting to divert his attention 
from her blossoming friend. 

“I'm sorry Professor but I was feeling really sick and I was afraid to 
leave alone so I asked Terri to come with me so we could go together 
because you never know who's out there at night...” 

The man was obviously not listening to her. He looked back and 
forth at the two of them, not sure whether he should pretend to not see what 
he was seeing. 


Terri was suddenly aware that she was being ogled. Ogled! 


It felt ...flattering. But something else was there she hadn't 
expected, and it didn't feel very good though she couldn't define why. She 
forced that itch down, and decided she couldn't pass this opportunity by. 
Maybe the other Terri, the one who lived in the linear, mundane world 
would have, but not the one standing here in front of this man who she was 
finding attractive Би... 


She caught his gaze as it lifted from her chest - and for just a moment 
felt a pang of anger that he was staring at her boobs and not her face. 


Aha! that's what Jess meant. Now understand! 


She couldn't blame him. How could he not notice? He had spoken 
to her before, and knew that his mental picture of her was much... smaller 
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than Jessica's. Now the picture was different. Indeed, the picture had 
developed much differently tonight. 


She decided to play it out for fun's sake, her urge to run slipping 
away, her inhibitions still clouded by the magic that was trickling through 
her. She didn't feel so scared now, she wasn't sure why, but she could tell the 
growth had slowed to a stop since they'd left the Lecture hall. Oh well, this 
time there was no denying what had happened. There were five witnesses, 
herself included, and she knew none would forget this easily. Might as well 
make it hard. 


Her breasts had ballooned into ten-inch spheres. Like that night 
weeks ago she could feel the tightness, the bursting pressure that had not let 
her bust settle into a more natural shape yet. They had engorged and 
stretched the amber turtleneck out of shape, the knit material designed for a 
slim figure unable to conform to these new curves. Furrows and folds from 
her shoulders and neck helped the material define the massiveness of her 
swollen bust. The vest she wore was still buttoned, only because the top 
one was near her waist, and her breasts had spilled above and out of the top 
of it, creating a frame that made her development even more radical 
appearing. Even the most daring stripper had never been able to achieve an 
effect this monumental. 


Terri bit her lower lip and tilted her head down, “Oh, my...” and then 
she lifted her eyes to meet Harkins’, “I was just watching the movie and they 
started to huurt, I think I'm bloated or something.” As unattractive as the 
actual words should have been, Jessica could swear that Terri was actually 
cooing. Terri continued the assault. 


“I just thought I should go home and take something because 
they've gotten so big and tight that they really hurt. You're a Professor and 
you probably know about medical stuff like this, don't you?” 


“I, ummm...” He had to swallow, hard. The girl - Terri, isn't it? - 
was doing something to him. He knew that she was now easily toying with 
him, and he was entirely powerless to stop himself from attaining a nearly 
painful, and more than a little embarrassing erection. 
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Jessica was dumbfounded. She couldn't 
believe what she was seeing. Her friend, the quiet, 
shy girl who never talked about anything more 
daring than differential equations, was seducing 
their Professor. With her boobs! There wasn't 
even ahint of modesty or subtlety. 

















“I don't know how much bigger 
they are going to get, Professor. I mean, 
they feel like they're about to explode 
and I didn't know what to do, except 
leave. We're not going to get in 
trouble are we?” 


“Ummm, I, uh, don't think 
that... medical reasons are reasons for, 
you know, hurting grades. I think.” 





Damn it, man, pull it together, the 
thought coming desperate and alittle hazy. 


Terri approached him, swaying slightly 
under the new weight, not quite the sexy sashay 
she was trying for, her gait altered by her shifting 
gravity. As she got closer, she pulled her shoulders 
slowly back- bit by bit, trying to not be too 
obvious, until she could cross her arms behind her 
back and push her waist forward. She put on her 
best pout and looked up - Jeez he's a tall one - and 
took a slow, deep breath, her tortured top, stre-e- 
etching tighter and tighter across her enormous 
bust; the wrinkles drawing out. That careful 
movement drew fabric softly over her 
nipples, in turn causing them to 
harden and point accusingly at her 
captive audience. 
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“Owwww,” she softly moaned in mock pain, “pleeeease let us go. 
Itfeels like they're still growing even bitiigger. If [don't take something for 
this I think I'm going to just... burst! Do you know what could make my 
boobies swell up so ... huuge like this, Jeremy?” 


When she said his first name like shat, his erection could have been 
used to chip diamonds. 


He attempted a reply through a rapidly drying throat, “Maybe you 
should go have me looked at, I mean them looked at me,” Dammit to Hell! 
“I-go ahead. You can just- go.” 


“Oh thank you so much, I promise it won't happen again!” Terri 
knew that it would likely cause physical pain for the poor man to think that 
this wouldn't happen again, but alas such were the downfalls of his being 
male, and that was his burden to bear, not hers. She had new burdens of her 
own. 


Hawkins watched the two girls hurry off down the darker hall that 
led to another exit, not letting his eyes stray from them until they were 
completely out of sight. Even then, it took him a moment to wrest his view 
away from the space they had just occupied, his hormones demanding he 
wait until there was absolutely no sign of them returning. 


His thoughtful, professional mind calmed from the Brainquake he 
felt he had just survived. His heart leapt as a few aftershocks thrilled 
through his loins, his erection still painfully engorged. 


He turned to look at the two tile-layers. Both were as wide-eyes as 
he knew һе still was. 


Barry Jefferson, an unshaven man in his late forties who had 
probably been laying masonry for more than twenty years and who prided 
himself on the simplicity and unchanging nature of his life looked up at the 
young professor. And he said with the drawl of a simple man with entirely 
too little to believe in, with total sincerity, “I'm signing up for college, 
whatever class you're teaching, Doc. Tomorrow.” 


Jessica slammed the door shut behind herself as the two of them 
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tumbled into the room, both girls out of breath from running as much, given 
the circumstances, as they had been able to. She watched while her 
apparently possessed roommate did a spin in the middle of the small room, 
her arms outstretched. It was an overtly childlike gesture of joy that was 
uncharacteristic of Terri. 


But then again, there was a lot more of Terri tonight than there ever 
had been before. It wasn't just her newly enlarged assets, it was as if there 
was just... more of her in every sense of the word, as if her presence was 
somehow expanded in the small room beyond the borders of her clothes. 


“Oh, Jess, I feel so wonderful!” Terri exclaimed in a voice that made 
it as much a plea as a statement. She was hoping Jessica would let her just 
be happy fora while and not begin being... rational. 


“I don't know who you are...” Jessica stated matter-of-factly, “ог 
what you are. The girl that I live with would never have done what you did 
tonight. No way in...” 


Terri cut her off by grabbing her shoulders and fastening her with 
wide eyes, sparkling with delight, “Because before tonight I never could! 
Don't you understand? Until now I never would have been able to make a 
man - men - lose their composure like that. And it felt good! Damned 
good!” 


It actually did make sense to Jessica, who remembered the first 
times that the boys stared at her - the same way that they had stared at the 
girls in the dirty magazines they snuck into school. Ithad been pretty cool - 
at first. Then the girls had begun staring. Then... older men had started 
staring. Then the boys began asking her questions that made her blush. 
Then the girls began saying things about her. Then, she remembered witha 
well-hidden shudder, the older men began asking questions that ... and 
that's where she had to close the mental door on that. 


Jessica had to force herself to stop thinking back on those dark 
memories and reason with Terri, “It's not you that they were gawking at, it 
was those - those things! Trust me - I know.” 
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“I know too. And you know what? I still liked it.” 


“What the hell is the matter with you? This isn't like you, you're 
like, you are just like a big child with anew toy.” 


Terri placed her open hands under her bounteous bosom and shoved 
them together and upward. The effect was astonishing. Her chin was 
nestled between her huge breasts and they spilled over her hands so that 
Jessica couldn't see either of Terri's shoulders, or for that matter that 
majority of her upper torso, at all. 


“No, not toy Toys,” Terri said with a wicked grin, “and nothing the 
hell is the matter with me. In fact, I think I'm in heaven,” she exclaimed as 
she fell back on the bed, her huge bust slapping down to either side of her 
before rebounding with unexpected firmness. 


But in her bliss and happiness, she was not listening to her 
roommate at all really. She heard the words, but it was water flowing over a 
fall. 

She was also wrong about what she said to Jessica. It wasn't just 
that something was wrong with her, indeed something that might actually in 
fairness be described as being the Hell was the matter with her, though she 
could not have guessed it yet. 


Jessica sat down on the bed next to her, “I don't want to rain on your 
parade but I...” 


Jessica noticed the wide grin on Terri's face. Then she noticed 
something peculiar about her smile. Unless she was seeing things, she was 
looking at two things that weren't there before, and this time is wasn't her 
breasts. Sharp, too-long things that had no place in a human mouth. 


Oh holy fucking boot of flaming shit! 


Slowly she released and backed away, inching toward any way that 
might be Out of Here. 


“Go look in the mirror, go check yourself out - I'll I'll be back in the 
morning, maybe. Ihave to go. I can't deal with this.” She was becoming 
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annoyed with Terri's lack of concern but she was already well and truly 
scared. Not just scared of what was happening to her friend, but now - of 
herfriend. “Terri. Just go look in the mirror, you've got fangs. Do you hear 
me? You're growing fucking Fangs!” 


Terri sat up witha start. Fangs?! 


Jessica was already gathering a few things to wear, careful to keep 
her front facing Terri. Tonight I'll stay with Missy, I'll be damned if I'm 
staying in here with a Goddamn Vampire, friend or not! 


Terri was already starting toward the bathroom, suddenly aware of 
unfamiliar contours in her mouth. This can't be happening, she thought 
with more than alittle panic. 


She barely heard the door closing behind Jessica as she left the 
room. She was too busy looking at her own smile in the mirror. She didn't 
even notice her breasts because the sight of her teeth was a somewhat more 
... immediate concern. 


She had fangs. There was no other way to say it. She tested the 
points with her tongue and they were not as sharp as she expected, but 
definitely pointed. They were predatory looking in her lean face, which 
looked to Terri to be somewhat duskier than usual. 


Oh God what am I becoming? 


The joy of any transformation she had experienced earlier was 
suddenly replaced by raw fear, manifesting in a painful clench in her 
stomach. She leaned into the mirror to look closer, placing her hands high 
on the mirror to help her balance herself, the unaccustomed weight on her 
chest threatening to topple her forward into the sink. 


That was when she noticed the hair. The thin hairs around her lips 
were more substantial, and her eyebrows looked somehow thicker, darker. 
She glanced up at her hand, and almost wasn't surprised to see her 
fingernails growing longer, thinner. She had always prided herself on her 
deductive reasoning, it helped her solve the problems that had earned her 
the scholarship to this school. Fangs + Hair growth + long claws 
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She was afraid to finish the thought but it was already becoming 
readily obvious what was happening to her. She was turning into 
something else. She could feel the feral thoughts clambering for footholds 
at the edges of her consciousness, scrabbling like nails against slate, 
distracting her. Terri could feel her thoughts changing, but they were still 
her own thoughts, even though they were born of a swiftly changing 
chemistry more at home in the minds of things that didn't hunt alone. 


Her senses began to shift over. The smells of the sink were 
becoming 
overwhelming. She 
would never be able to 
wear that brand of 
deodorant after tonight, 
so overwhelming the 
sickeningly powdered 
ew. All the 
odors of a woman's 


scent 





vanity assaulted her 
nose, so much so that 
she had to turn away 
before she would have 
to retch. There was no 
denying the animal 
instincts sloughing up 
from the depths of her 
primitive mind, where 
the wrong kinds of 
hungers hide during the 
day. The room was 
stifling now; she had to 
get out of this place, 
these clothes. 


She tore the tight 
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remnants of clothing from herself as easily as she would tear paper and 
stumbled toward the door. She had enough presence of mind, even through 
the panicked animal haze that was overcoming her, to look back at the 
mirror across the room. 


She saw her body, naked and now covered in soft hair that was 
growing ав she watched, her head a fiery auburn mane that was beginning to 
blend at the edges of her face. Her jaw protruded ever so slightly, more 
canine but still not obscenely so. The most startling thing about her 
appearance was her musculature. Her figure was becoming even more 
exaggerated, her waist trimming; the serratus along her ribs becoming 
visible even through her downy body hair. Her arms and legs were well 
defined knots of muscle, not enormously bulging but abnormally defined. 
She had to get out; she was finding it harder to breathe. Her chest was 
heaving, covered in a very thin and soft layer of wispy blonde growth. 
Through the fear she recognized a powerful but feral beauty in the mirror, 
something majestic and terrifying that some part of her appreciated in a 
fashion, but that small thought sat in a lonely corner of her mind, something 
bigger and fiercer holding court in the center stage now. 


She threw open the door and ran as fast she could for the western 
woods. Even though her enormous bosom heaved and lolled under its 
massive weight it barely slowed her momentum, the newly strengthened 
muscles of her thighs churning with unnatural power. In moments she had 
disappeared from the throttling smells of civilization into the lush growths 
bordering the town. 


Oh the Power! It was raw and satisfying, each thundering stride 
throwing up heavy gouts of soft earth in a filthy wake behind her. 


Though the town was coastal, the University sat on the western 
edge of the long, thin peninsula, where the land rose slightly out of the 
subtropical growth. This was Central Florida, heavy oaks and junipers 
alongside choking tropical transplants from the South, It was a rich 
mixture that accommodated varied and thickly substantial animal life in its 
boughs and tendrils. The predatory population had just increased by one. 
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‘The same senses that Terri had manifested were already in use by the other 
denizens of the Florida woods, telling them that a new presence was among 
them, a hungry one that would, through sheer force and rage of will, tear 
anything foolish enough to be in its way to bloody, and unfortunately 
edible, shreds. 


Terri could /ee/ all of them, smell their terror like a color hanging in 
the air, sweet and damp. She surged toward the highest point of ground, a 
soft mossy knoll that rose above the lower treetops and allowed a view of 
the sparkling, tiny jeweled city along the ocean from a wild vantage point. 
More importantly, the rise was the closest point in this wilderness to the 
moon. She gulped down а deep, throaty breath. She pulled it into her and 
infused it with a frothing rage aching to be given life and screamed forth a 
howl born in another world - and then... stuttered halfway through it. 


Something's wrong, her mind screamed at her. It wasn't her altered 
physique that concerned her, or her guttural need to howl... she couldn't 
wrap the mind she was using around it, until a confused moment later when 
that mind began to recede like a tide. She felt the confused rages falling 
away, not understanding why they were no longer able to draw power into 
themselves. There was no hold for them now, no altar at which to worship. 
The werewolf inside of her drained away because the source of power that 
had brought it forth from her just didn't exist. 


Then Terri realized what was missing. 


There's no full moon! The pieces of the puzzle falling neatly into 
place inside of Terri's restored mentality. The werewolf had come to howl 
at the moon just like the movie they had watched earlier, Suddenly, things 
seemed а tiny amount clearer - grateful order replacing confusion. Terri 
knew it all tied into the ring and that magic the cliché of an old woman had 
spoken of. She had suspected it was the moon that activated the thing, and 
now she was sure. The ring was obviously very old, probably older than the 
idea of a moving picture on a screen. Maybe the ring was somehow 
...fooled? Was it somehow fooled by a projected moon and let loose a less 
extreme bout of what Terri still secretly fantasized about and had once 
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experienced? Maybe... maybe the lycanthrope was a side effect of the 
ring's confusion. It was the only thing Terri had been focusing on when she 
had seen the projected moon. 


Whatever is in my mind when the ring is exposed to a full moon, I 
become! 


She thought about it a moment and knew she would be waiting for 
the next full moon to verify this hypothesis. Hypothesis, my mind can still 
focus on words like hypothesis. But now, what was going to happen to her? 
Was this all going to go away? Her boobs had grown and they weren't on 
her mind when she had been watching the movie earlier, so what was that 
about? 


Her body was still bestial, but also majestic, graceful, and powerful. 
Her swollen bust looked even more disproportionate on the lean, muscular 
body. She could feel the changes reversing, slowly. The pointed ends of 
her nails were rounding back to а more natural shape. The hair on her body 
was thinning while she watched. Her question was being answered. It was 
going away. 


Though it was relieving to be returning to normal, there was also a 
new concern posed by this. If she was out here in the middle of the woods 
when she changed back, how on earth would she be able to transverse the 
same route safely as the frail girl that she had been until moments before? 
With that, she started to run back while she still had a touch of the rapidly 
draining animal inside of her. 


Tt was like a drug, power coursing in diminishing currents through 
her veins, а wild confidence in her physical body's ability to defend itself 
from anything that would usually see her as something to assail. Terri had 
her own mind and the dwindling power of a beast. She sliced through the 
stinging brush like a scythe, feeling all the while the confused power 
leaving herin steady increments. It was like a drug, and she was crashing. 


Please let me make it to the dorms, she thought - though she knew 
there was no chance she would. 
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‘The confident strength was staying behind in the woods, leaving her 
finally, completely, as she emerged - naked, slightly scratched, and well - 
very, very naked. Her breasts were still huge anchors now, as heavy as 
bowling balls and without the body-toughened form she had ran into the 
woods with she could no longer run with them. Their immense weight 
dragged at her ribs and shoulders; if she moved too fast the bouncing 
motion made it impossible for her to balance. They had stayed. 


She came to the last obstacle between her and safe haven, the 
highway. She would have to come out of the cover of the woods and cross, 
but there was never a time when there weren't several vehicles speeding 
along its length, all of six lanes wide and very well lit. If she could cross it 
she would only be one block from home. How do I do that without causing 
an accident, or worse? 


Thankfully, an answer presented itself. She saw a trash bag nearby 
in the tall grasses. Not a very dignified way to dress, she thought, but 
beggars and lycanthropes can't be choosers. She pulled the black plastic 
around her body, thankful it was empty except for leaves and not something 
more creatively foul. With one arm on her bosom and one holding the other 
end of the bag wrapped around her waist she made the best speed she could 
manage toward the other side of the highway. 


To her credit, shealmost made it. 


The bright lights of the Police cruiser came on the moment she 
stepped onto the second set of lanes. She had been forced to pause at the 
midway point, hoping the single oncoming car would pass by before 
realizing there was a girl inside that bag of trash. Unfortunately for Terri, 
officer Ben Simons wasn't blind, and just happened to have a tendency to 
stop for just that sort of thing. 


Dammit! Terri thought bitterly. 


She felt even more naked now, the krypton bulbs of the cruiser 
silhouetting her form against the highway in harsh white light. She couldn't 
run, couldn't hide, there was nothing she had that would get her out of this... 
or was there? 
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She wasn't in a good mood, and she was dirty. Even though the 
nights were warm, the cool grass stuck to her feet, moist and itchy. All she 
wanted to do was to go home and think. She needed to think, and calling 
Jessica to come get her out of jail for whatever charge Officer Do-Right was 
contemplating didn't sit high on her list of things to do tonight. 


The big cop stepped out from the car, moving lightly for someone of 
his bulk. Terri was sure he didn't need to have turned the spotlight on her 
like that. He swaggered towards her, and she thought that if it was possible 
for a type of walk to insinuate leering, it would be this. If he wanted a 
show... 


Still standing between her and the bright lamp, he started his 
interrogation, “Good evening, ma'am. Are you alright? Has someone been 
bothering you?” 


“No, I'm just pledging a sorority and you know the things us girls 
have to do,” she lied. 


“So what you're saying is you are voluntarily breaking the law by 
crossing a federal highway in a trash bag, causing possible injury to 
yourself and/or onlookers?” 


Uhoh. 


She hadn't actually expected to get arrested, but Officer Ben was not 
one to let an opportunity to bring back something good for show-and-tell to 
the station pass by. After an hour of questions, checks, and a very 
interesting episode of trying to find prisoner overalls that would cover her 
immense bust, she was released. The only problem was that the station was 
eight miles from the college and she didn't have а ride. She was going to 
have to call that girl Jessica said she was going to go stay the night with. 
And then she'd have to beg. What was her name again...? 

“Missy's room! What'cha got for me?” said the nasal voice on the 
line, the obnoxiously cheerful voice already annoyed Terri. 

“Missy, I need to talk to Jessica. It's important.” 


“Terri? Oh-Jessisn'there. What's up?” 
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“I'm in jail, [need to talk to Jessica. Just put her on, please.” 


There was a few moments of muffled silence, and then Jessica 
picked up, “Oh my God, have you killed someone please say you haven't 
Killed someone...“ 


“No, I didn't kill anyone, but I did get arrested for lewd behavior, 
just because I was naked on the highway. Can you two come pick me up? 
Please, Jess, I really need help,” she stifled the urge to cry, gritting her teeth 
with the effort, “I really need you right now. Please. Please just get Missy 
in hercar and find a way to make her drive here and pick me up.” 


“We'll be there in ten minutes,” Jess said, hoping she wouldn't 
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regret this. 


They picked up Terri, who was dressed in an Orange suit designed 
for a large man, at the front of the station. All eyes were focused on her as 
she left. Terri knew that the officers and inmates would remember her for a 
very long time and wasn't sure how she felt about it. Jess just seemed 
distant, which was not something Terri was used to at all. She had become 
used to the frustratingly constant advice Jess was always handing out; and 
to see that look on her face, like Terri was an errant dog being picked up 
from the pound after attacking the mailman, was more than painfully 
embarrassing. She felt like a child that was being taken home from school 
for being bad in class. 


Heading to the car, Missy looked at Terri, specifically the fit of the 
overall. 


“Oh my God, are those real?” she asked, looking at Terri's swollen 
bust. 


“Not now,” Terri said sideways at her without looking. 


“Hey, I gave you a ride out here at this time of...” The look Jessica 
shot at her squelched her curiosity for the time being. 


They climbed into the car, Jessica making sure Terri sat in the back 
seat, 


Earlier that night Terri had felt overwhelmed at the reactions of men 
to her, because she had controlled it. It had felt so good. But now, at the 
station, the condescending attitudes of the officers and callous treatment 
she had received had left a bitter taste in her mind. Jessica had warned her, 
and Terri had ignored her advice. She had been treated like a curiosity, 
passed from officer to officer for paperwork that she knew, without having 
to see a procedure book, was not standard procedure. The woman who had 
been told to find Terri clothes assumed that Terri was a prostitute. A 
hooker! That was when it had hit her, that for all the rush of pleasure in her 
new body, there was the obligatory “equal and opposite reaction.” She 
suddenly felt closer to Jessica than she had ever felt. 
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“I'm sorry, Jessica. Ireally am. Ithink understand -” 


Jessica whirled around in the front seat and glowered at Terri, 
“Don't talk to me right now. I'm pissed and I'm going to stay pissed! You 
don't understand anything. You've had tits for two hours and you've acted 
like a slut, turned into a goddamn Vampire, and managed to get yourself 
arrested for public nudity! What do you want me to say? - What?!” 


“Werewolf,” Terri muttered. 

“What?” 

“Tsaid Werewolf, Jess. I turned into a WEREWOLF!” Terri's voice 
was rising with frustration. 

“А whu?” Missy asked, joining the exchange. 

“Not now!” Jessica and Terri shot back in unison, Jess giving Missy 


a look that said that she really meant it, and Missy turned her eyes back to 
the road, but listened intently. Fucking Ingrates, she thought. 


Terri was tired, mentally drained, and emotionally torn in a 
thousand directions. All she could do was cry. She tried very hard to hold it 
in, but it was all just too much. 


“I wish I'd never put the ring on! Why did I want to change so 
badly?” Terri exclaimed, more to herself than anyone else. "What's wrong 
with ... why can't Ijust be happy being me?!" 


Jess paused and gave her a new look, an uncomfortably inquisitive, 
then enlightened gaze that made Terri want to shrink into herself. “You 
wanted this to happen.” It wasn't a question. 

“Ididn't want fangs, if that's what you're asking!” 


“But you did want those,” Jess said, pointing at Terri's chest. “You 
wished for those monstrous tits, didn't you? Didn't you!” She made wished 
sound like a dirty word. Terri was starting to think that it was. 


“Will someone explain to me what the hell you two are talking 
about?” Missy piped in, sounding annoyed. 
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“Oh, not much,” Jessica responded, her voice sarcastic, “Terri just 
wants to be a freak that men will drool over and girls will make fun of, that's 
all. Now she can't control what she wished for. You know the old saying, 
about being careful what you wish for, you just might...“ 


*Shut up!” Terri snapped defensively, “I just want to be looked at by 
someone like - like I'ma woman, nota little fucking kid; and if this is how it 
happens, then this is how it happens!” Then, calming herself, “Besides, I 
think I figured it out tonight. 1 know how it works.” 


That shut Jessica up. She wondered what Terri meant by “works,” 
but she had an idea. 


“It's the moon,” Terri explained. She explained to Jessica her 
theory of how the ring responded to the full moon, and how it explained 
why she had become severely hairy earlier. 


“So why do you still have Z-cups?” Jessica asked, confused. 


“I don't know, maybe the ring's mojo didn't work up enough 
momentum, like before, for them to rebound back to normal. I really don't 
know, but it makes sense, doesn't it? Last time was so ...extreme that they 
just... went away, and I think maybe this time, with the movie projecting a 
captured image of the moon, it wasn't real, it messed up the... whatever... 
that makes it work. Not enough power built up to blow whatever pressure 
valve isin place. І not sure, I'm guessing. I won't know till next week.” 


“What's next week?” asked Missy. 


Jessica looked at Terri meaningfully and answered, “Full moon. A 
real one.” 
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It's amazing how fast things can change - when things have 
changed. Itwasastrange week at school indeed. 


It's as if I never existed before, thought Terri, summing up her 
newfound popularity. She strode across the open quad dressed in a halter 
top and a sarong that was light and breezy, and conservative enough that it 
would be difficult for anyone to accuse her of “advertising her wares” 
without sounding jealous. She was acutely aware of the way young men all 
watched-without-watching, the way she remembered doing in high school, 
before she had been given power over the poor fellows. She was also aware 
that a few female eyes were looking at her rather in much the same way as 
the boys... 


It was amazing how men, both young and old, went out of their way 
constantly to accommodate her, opening doors and often following her as 
she passed. They were the funny ones, like lost puppies trailing а kind soul 
that had fed them, eager for another morsel but afraid to beg. 


Or maybe... were they like predators? Stalking their prey from a 
distance, afraid to frighten away the prize before the stalker could pounce? 
Terri had to dismiss that idea; it was not the way she wanted to think. She 
had been given a gift, and she found herself dismissing “dangerous” 
thoughts more and more frequently as the days passed. There was a new 
confidence that came with the knowledge of being the most amazingly 
endowed female on campus. 


Those few people that had known Terri before The Incident 
accepted the explanation that she was suffering from an extreme case of 
hormonal imbalance brought on by her birth control prescription. It was a 
stretch, but what other explanation could there be? She hadn't been out of 
school for any length of time, and even if she had, there was no plastic 
surgeon sadistic enough to attach those spherical protuberances to a person, 
unless they wanted their license to practice revoked. 


Terri was still frustrated by the growing distance between herself 
and Jessica. After her initial anger had worn off, Jessica remained 
noticeably guarded around her roommate. The fear seemed to have faded, 
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but Terri assumed that Jessica was just confused, and couldn't understand 
how wonderful all this was for Terri. Of course, once she realized that Terri 
really was happy like this, things would be the way they used to be. She 
was sure of it. 


The only time they had been close to having an argument was the 
day after Jessica and Missy had rescued Terri from the Police Station. After 
her class on Child Psychology, Jessica had returned to the room and opened 
the door to find Terri standing in front of the mirror, naked and holding a 
tape measure around her bust. Terri had excitedly exclaimed that she had a 
50-inch bust on a 33 inch ribcage, and that made her something like an L- 
cup, but she wasn't sure, since she had never had to measure for a bra before. 


Jessica had responded cryptically, “I'm glad I'm taking child 
psychology.” Then she turned to leave, not wanting to encourage Terri and 
then, just before closing the door, loud enough for Terri to hear, said, “By 
the way, it's Double-I, math whiz. You'd better hurry or you're gonna be late 
forclass. Again.” 


Terri said quietly to herself as the door closed, “Well then it's 
Double-I, at least for this week.” 


It had been a long week for a certain young professor (оо. There 
were times when the male mind can't turn parts of itself off that it should. 
He had lived through a scene straight out of the kinds of stories he read 
when he was alone, when he knew noone was watching. That was one of 
his guilty secrets. Inevitable questions sat heavily on him, and the black 
and white lines he had drawn in his conscience were being erased without 
his consent by the part of his mind that breathed heavily and swung 
hammers. He had worked damned hard to be where he was at the age he 
was. But for the last week he had this buzzing in his head, he felt like he had 
been missing something. 


What he had seen last week... that girl had pushed his buttons so 
easily he might as well have been hypnotized. He had seen what he had 
seen. That girl's breasts had swelled like balloons in front of him. It just 
wasn't possible. Her name was Terri, he remembered, and he had noticed 
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her in the first class for her intelligent commentary on whatever subject was 
on topic; and those stunning green eyes didn't make her easy to forget. 


Regardless of these errant thought, he had made the decision to 
keep his honor and his conscience clean before he took this job. He was 
hired to share what he had learned with these students even though he had 
just recently ceased to be one himself. He had a way with stories, poetry, 
film it had earned him recognition in the publication of his thesis, theories 
on the linkage of human spirituality to modern entertainment that bucked 
the trend of classical thought. But he was still a young man with desires 
like any other. And he knew it wasn't good for a professor in a college to 
advertise he was stricken with desires that would prove to be painfully 
embarrassing should they be revealed. His standards had to be different. 


So why was it suddenly so damned hard? He kept asking himself. 


He taught Freshman and Sophomore analytical English, and at 
night taught two classes on film interpretation. And tonight was the class 
that Terri and her friend, who he had noticed before Terri in earlier classes 
for reasons he couldn't help but feel guilty about, were in. He had to see 
what had happened, if it was some kind of bizarre joke they were playing on 
him with balloons in a sweater or ... or something more clever. That was 
the other part of what had him desperately worried all week. Did they 
know? Did they pull that stunt to get a better grade or get out of class 
because they knew what would push his buttons in such a way? His 
personal life was very personal, but if they somehow knew, had he made 
some slip? It was a scary prospect to him that a couple of students might 
know his personal preferences. That could be more than embarrassing; it 
could be ruinous to his career. For all the supposed liberal freedom of 
higher education, the fastest way to get fired from a new job at a University 
was to be in the least way different from what the parents expected from a 
teacher. Already there had problems with parents meeting him, some had 
been upset that someone who looked like a student would be teaching 
students; especially, as they usually pointed out, for what they were paying. 


Jeremy believed in fairy tales, inasense. 
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Not to say he expected to someday find dwarves hiking through the 
woods whistling tunes, but in a more basic sense he had trained himself to 
believe. There was a fundamental aspect to being human that he took 
shelter in, more than his opposable thumbs or ability to speak in words of 
more than one syllable; those were scientist's separations. Professor 
Harkins believed that man made his dreams real by remembering them to 
other people, by holding on to the ignorance of childhood and expressing it 
with whatever art they could. Words, paintings, and now films - it was 
man's ability to hold faith in unproven things, in the face of a world crying 
out that it was all a lie, that made man different from every other beast. And 
childlike as it might seem, he didn't see any good reason to deny the power 
of those dreams to keep his spirit refreshed. Unfortunately for him, his 
dreams weren't always the kind you wrote down and shared. Sometimes 
there is only room in the secret garden of the mind for one, and finding 
someone else to let in is far riskier than keeping the gates closed. 


He was more nervous than he liked when the first students filtered 
in. Would she be back tonight as the conservative, intelligent young 
woman who wrote skillful but naive papers - or would that insane fever 
dream walk in and render him into idiocy again. 


He didn'thave to wait too long. 


My Good God, he thought. It was so loud inside his own head he 
wondered for a second if he had said it aloud. She was а little bigger than 
the last time he had seen her. She had never come to his class in anything 
that would have been considered provocative; apparently there had been a 
change of heart. She was wearing a pink halter top that would have been 
sized right for an average girl; on her it was stretched to near transparency. 
Her immense breasts, each on par with an over-inflated basketball, 
dominated her torso almost hiding her upper arms with their width. Her 
hair was not conservative anymore either, she had spent some time with it, 
brushing it up more elaborately, somehow making the ponytail more than 
utalitarian. She had ona skirt of plain cotton, its looseness emphasizing the 
extreme form fittingness of the top. She did have on а bra, everyone could 
see that, and it looked a size too small, the breast flesh escaping the confines 
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on all sides 
leaving creases in 
the overstressed 
pink cotton of the 
shirt. He was glad 
to be behind the 
podium. He 
needed a sip of 
water; his mouth 
had gone 
inexplicably dry. 


Around 
the room a few 
girls slapped their 
boyfriends with 
paper, notebooks, 
and in one case an 
open hand. It was 
a good thing it 
was time to start 
this class before 
he had too much 
time to dwell on 
what was on his 
mind. Tonight's 
class should be a 
fun one. He always tried to pick films that the students had probably seen 
but had never really thought about in terms of art, symbolism, expression. 
Tonight's selection was one that everyone was guaranteed to have seen, but 
he wanted to see two things. First, would they view it as adults and see the 
more horrific themes that they may have missed as а child. Second, during 
one scene that was perhaps the most famous in the movie would he see eyes 
staring at the screen іп a way that he could identify with? What was it about 
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this movie? The question still haunted him, and efforts to explain it left him 
with theories, but not answers. 


He started to speak and had to try very hard not to stare fora moment 
at the hugely pneumatic girl in the pink shirt with the achingly beautiful 
eyes. “Okay, tonight we're going back to our childhood. Since everyone 
seemed to complain last week that I made you watch a ‘lame old horror 
movie,' І decided to make you watch something even more bizarre this 
week.” Groans filled the class, in anticipation of lameness in the immediate 
future. “Tonight I want you to think of this: you will be watching another 
horror movie. In it you will see blood, worms in eyeballs, children 
suffering horrible deaths, screams from the damned and bodies deformed to 
the breaking point while being taunted by freaks of nature.” Already a few 
of the guys had started to seem more interested, and a few of the girls. 


Time to start the show and drop a potential bomb. 


“Remember what I just said. This is, beyond a shadow of a doubt, 
one of the most effective horror movies ever made. View it as such and you 
might have a different perspective on other things in your childhood.” 


Jessica looked over at Terri, wrinkling her nose at the obvious 
display. “Did you wear that to impress someone?” she whispered, plainly 
disturbed by the blatant advertising of wares. 


“I just wore an old shirt, what's the problem?” Terri asked in mock 
innocence. 


“Because you aren't the old you!” Jess countered a little too loud, 
but on that note the “horror” movie began. 


No sooner had the first few frames begun than people were moaning 
and protesting amongst themselves. 


Professor Harkins had to have made a mistake, the consensus 
seemed to murmur. The credits were rolling on a children's movie about a 
chocolate factory and a boy who won atrip inside... 


To be continued... 


